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There is another child, the 'bruised-fruit' of a medically mismanaged birth. We hit it off from the start. She is much prettier than I, with her curling lashes and bright impish smile. She laughs at me when I do things wrong, or some classroom drama occurs.
But, she has honoured me by becoming my friend. In the swimming pool or on the therapy-ball, she will lift her arms in order to embrace me. She is not mean with her affection as I have sometimes been.
To be part of the world ofthe handicapped is to enter a landscape of privilege -for here are persons who are neither ambitious, avaracious, or indeed, bothered by academic or metaphysical argument. They simply are.
I keep trying to convert to atheism, but this child makes me ponder whether we 'entertain an angel unawares' (3).
Having said all this, I do not mean to imply that the handicapped should exist simply to make us, through caring for them, 'better' people. It would be wrong to underestimate the enormous professional input required to ensure that their lives are invested with meaning. It would also be a disservice to pretend that the lives of the parents/carers, do not incur very real limits to their autonomy.
This point was made in 'The Search for a Perfect Baby' (4), and I quote: 'A number of speakers drew attention to the fact that, though there has been a growth in the capacity to care for the newborn handicapped baby, this is not matched by help through the life time of the growing child.'
Similarly, a brief article in the Nursing Times, (5) describes how the parents ofchildren with osteogenesis imperfecta, for example, accommodate to the needs of their children in order to lead some semblance of family life, and again I quote:
'The management behaviours are accommodations by the family and its members to the abilities and disabilities of the disabled child. They are the family's entree to a normalised existence, and the nurse's entree to understanding their world.' Vivienne Wachenje 205 hopefully take their place in the world as autonomous individuals. But given the complexity of the human body, the real miracle is health.
It is right and good to try to eliminate, or at least, limit, the likelihood of handicap. Yet it is extraordinarily difficult to imagine or envisage a world where all that is 'undesirable' is eradicated, because it is the striving after Utopia, and the quest for excellence of care, that gives life meaning. (The Myth of Sisyphus writ large.)
I believe the presence ofthe handicapped disturbs us at a fundamental level, because they expose the raw nerve of the variety of disabilities present in us all. It may well be that profoundly handicapped persons are incapable of self-reflection, but it is certainly true that many so-called able-bodied people fail to exercise fully their unique thought-facility.
Again, who has the right to examine whom? Christopher Nolan is more eloquent than I on this subject, so I will end with a quote from his first book (6) 
